154 At the turn of the road I would begin the laborious as-
cent I had the feeling of'being surrounded by deer. I
had another strong insistent intuition: that Phaestos was
the female stronghold of the Minos family. The his-
torian will smilej he knows better. But in that instant
and forever afterwards, regardless of proofs, regardless
of logic, Phaestos became the abode of the queens. Every
step I climbed corroborated the feeling.

When I had climtbed to the level of the bluff I saw a
narrow path ahead of me leading to the pavilion which
has been erected on the site of the ruins for the con-
venience of the traveler. Suddenly I espied a maft stand-
ing at the other end of the path. As I approached he began
bowing and salaaming. That must be Kyrios Alexandras,
I thought*

"God has sent you," he said, pointing heavenward and
smiling at me as if in ecstasy. Gradously he relieved me
of my coat and lunch box, informing me rapturously as
he trotted along in front of me what a joy it was to see
a human being again. "This war," he said, wringing his
hands and piously raising his eyes in mute imploiration,1
"this war . . . nobody comes here any more. Alexan-
dros is all alone. Phaestos is dead. Phaestos is forgotten."
He stopped to pick a flower which he handed me. He
looked at the flewer sadly as if commiserating it on the
miserable fate of being left to bloom unnoticed. I had
stopped to look backward towards the encircling moun-
tains. Alexandras stood at my side. He waited silently
and reverently for me to speak. I couldn't speak. I put
my hand on his shoulder and tried to.communicate my
feelings with moist eyes. Alexandros gave me the lode
of a faithful dogj he took the hand which I had placed
on his shoulder and bending low he kissed it

"You are a good man," he said. "God sent you to me,
to share my loneliness. Alexandros is very happy, very.